
7 he Tragedy </ Hamlet 

The Trumpets found. Dumbe flow fullowes. 

Enter a King and a Queene,the Queene embracing him, and he her he 
takes her vp,and declines his head vppon her necke,he ffes him downe tip. 
pon a bancke of flowers, (he feeing him a JleepeJeaues him : anon comes in 
an other mt}n, takes ofbiscrowne, kijfis it. pours poyfoh in thefleepers 
cares, and leases him: the Queene returnes, finds the King dead, makes 
pafjionate all ion ,t he poyfoner with fomi three or four e conies in a^aine, 
feeme to condole with her , the dead body is earned array ,the poifoner wees 
the Queene with gift sfhefeemes harfh awhile, but m the end accepts loue. 

Oph. What meanes dm my Lord ? 

Ham. ■ Marry tis munching Aiallico, it meanes miiehiefe. 

' Oph. Belike this IhoW importsthe argument of the play. ! 

H am. We (hall know by this fellow, Enter prologue. 

The players cannot keepe they’le tell all. 

Ophe. Will a tell us what this fhow meant ?■ 

H am. I or any fliow that you Will ftiow him, be not you afliara’d 
to fhow heele not ftiame to tell you what it meanes. 

Oph. You are naught, you aienaughc, Ilemarketheplay. 

P rologue. For vs and for our Tragedie, 

Hecrc hooping to your clemencies i , 

We begge your hearing patiently. 

Is this a Prologue or the pofie of a ling ? 

Ophe. Tisbreefemy Lord. 

H am. As womans louc. 

Enter King and Queene t 

King. Full thirty times hath V halms Cart gone round 
Neptunes fait wafh, and Tellus orb'd the ground. 

And thirty dofen moones with borrowed fhcene 
About the world haue times twelue thirties been e 
Since loue our hearts, and Hymen did our hands 
Vnite comutuall in moftfacred bands, 

Quee. So many ioumeyes may the Sunne and Moonc 
Make vs againe count ore ere loue bee doone. 

But woe is me you are lb ficke of late. 

So fjirre from cheere, and from your former ftate. 

That I diftruft you, yet though I diftruft, 

Difcomfort you my Lord it nothing muft. 

For 


Prince ofDenmarke. 

For women feare too much,euen as they loue. 

And womens feare and loue hold quantity. 

Either none, in neither ought,or in extremity, 
flow what my Lord is proofe hath made you know, 

And as my loue is ciz’fl,my feare is fo, 

Where loue is great,the litleft doubts are feare. 

Where little feares grow great,grcatloue growes there. 

King. Faith I mu ft leaue thee loue.and fhorcly to, 

My operant powers their functions leaue tp dr. 

And thou {halt liue in this fare world behind, 

Honordjbc-lou'd.and haply one as kind, 

porhusband flialt thou. - 

Quee. O confound-the reft. . . 

Such loue muft needes be treafon in my breil. 

In fecond husband let me be accurft, j 

None wed the fecond, but who kild the firft. Ha?rt. That » 

The inftances that fecond mu riage moue . , „ wormwood- 

Are bafc relpeiis of thrift, but none of loue, 

A fecond time I kill my husband dead, 

When fecond husband kifles me in bed. 

King. I doe beleeuc you thinke what now you fpeake. 

But what we doe determine, oft we breake, 

Purpofe is but the flaue to memory, 

Ofviolcnt/birth,but poore validity. 

Which now the fruite vnripe flicks on the tree. 

But fall vnfbaken when they mellow bee. 

Moft ncceflary tis that we forget 

To pay ourfclues what to our felues is debt. 

What to our feltics in paflion we p.ropofe. 

The paflion ending, doth the purpofe loie. 

The violence of either, griefe, orioy, 

Their owne enna&ures with themfelues deflroy, 

Where ioy moft reucls,griefe doth moft lament, 

Greefe ioy, ioy griefes,on flender accedent, 

This world is not for aye, nor tis not ftrange. 

That e’uen ourloues fhould with our fortunes change. 

For tis a queftion left vs yet to p roue. 

Whether loue lead fortune, or,c!fe fortune loue. „ 

great man downe, yon markc his fauourite flies, 

Ha ' The 
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